

The contention of the mo famous Houfes 

Edw. Clififord,repenc in bootleflc penitence. 

/^'".Clifford, deuife excufes for thy fault. 

WhjTft we deuife fell tortures for tby fault. 
Ricb.Tho'A pittiedft Torke, and I am fonne to Torke. 
Edw.Thon pitciedft Rtitl#pid,and I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now? 

War, They mocke thee Cltffbtd,{vicarc as thou waft wont« 
EJcb. What, not an oath ? Nay then I know hec’s dead ; 
Tishard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this I know hee’s dead, and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off, and with the ifluing bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofe inftanched third, 

Torke and young Jutland could not fatisfie. 

IW, or. I,but he is dead, off with the traitors head, 

And rcare it in the place your fathers (lands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence (hall tParwicke croffe the feas to France* 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So (halt thou Anew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fting to hurt. 

Yet lookc to haue them bufie to offend thine cares, 

Firft,Ile fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie crolfe the feas to France, 

To effe£l this marriage,if itpleafemy Lord. 

Edw.Eacn as thou wilt good tParwicke let it be. 

But firft before we go t.Qeorge kneele downe. 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence, 

And girt thee with the fword. 

Our younger brother Richard,D\iVt of Glower. 

Warwick? as my felfe (hall do and vndo as himfelfcpleafethbeft. 

Rick. Let me be Duke of Clarence,* George of Clofier, 
for Glofiers Dukedoms is too ominous. 
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of Torke an& Lancajler. 
rfar Tufh.that’s a childilh obferuation. 

, Duk, of Glofier: Now to London, 
f o fee thefe honours in poffeflion. exeunt emnet. 

Enter two Keefers with Bow and tsfrrowet. 

Keefer. Come, lets take our (lands vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay.heere comes a man,let$ liften him a while. 

Enter King Henry difgttifed. 

Hen.Vrom Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue. 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land, 

No Henry, no, it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafitr now. 

No humble futers fuesto thee for right. 

For how canft thou helpe them, and not thy felfe } 

Keefer. I marry fir,heere’s a Deerc,his skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra (land clofe.for as I thinkc. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen. My Queene and Sonne, poorc foules are gone to trance. 
And as I heare,the great commanding IParwkke , 

To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words. 

And tParwicke is a fubtle Oratour. 

He laughes, and faies his Edward is inftaide. 

She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofde. 

Heon his right hand asking a wife for Edward , 

She on his left fidc,crauing aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkcs of Kings and Queens ? 

Hen. More thcnl feeme,for leffe I (hould not he. 

A man at lead, and more I cannot be. 

And men may talke of Kings, and why not I ? 

Kf<per.l,butthou talkes,as if thou wert a King thy felfe. 
Hen. Why fo I am in minde,though not in (hew i 
Keeper. And if thou be a King,where is thy Crowne ? 
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